CHAPTER    I 7
BOY  KING
I game over the Danube bridge to Belgrade, and another car,
leaving the city behind it, passed me, with a bareheaded young
man sitting beside the chauffeur. I looked and saw that it was
young King Peter.
What changes, in him and in Yugoslavia, since I had seen him
last, four years earlier almost to a day. Then, a bewildered and
shy-looking child, glancing with big eyes and a nervous smile at
the wailing and weeping crowds that lined the streets, accompa«
nied by a tall woman shrouded from head to foot in black, his
mother, he walked through this same city behind the coffin of his
murdered father, Alexander, shot at Marseilles with the French
Foreign Minister Barthou by the Macedonian assassin Vlada
GheorghiefF.
Punch at that time published one of its solemn pictorial com-
ments. It showed little King Peter being fondled by a large and
motherly woman in flowing robes and, probably, a helmet, I don't
quite remember, who said to him, 'You will need all your father's
courage, my boy. You have the sympathy of the world*. I think
the allegorical matron symbolized Europe, but this is just force of
habit; if I were to create an allegorical figure, ^Europe*, to-day it
would be that of a man in a top-hat, with a Hitler moustache on
his gas-mask, an upraised Mussolini arm, a red shirt, a tricolour
sash and an umbrella-
Anyway, in October 1934, from Bouverie Street, it looked like
that. In October 1938, when I met young King Peter crossing
the bridge, many things had changed. He had changed a great
deal. At the age of fifteen he was already very tall and mature.
He is going to be the tallest king in Europe, taller, I should expect,
than the tennis-playing Mr. G. But when another three y^ars have
passed, and he enters into his kingdom, many more great changes
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